HOLIDAYS   IN   PERSIA

the trellis work, waiting for us to wake,, and see what
we were going to do next! At times this interest
shown on the part of the inhabitants was a trifle
embarrassing, but as often as they were driven away
by our servant just as often did they return again
whenever his back was turned. For the first day or
two I did not leave the room, but when I felt stronger
I used to sit in a chair outside the window reading
or writing. The moment my husband left me the
women all swarmed round like bees, full of curious
questions. Unfortunately at that time I was not
able to talk to them, not knowing the language, but
I could make out what they were saying to a great
extent from their gestures. My fountain pen was a
cause of great amusement and astonishment, as were
also my hairpins. The delight of some of the women
on being presented with a hairpin was very funny.
They seemed to think I stuck them into my head,
as into a pincushion. At first the women were
rather shy, as they could not be quite sure whether I
was a man or a woman, but one of them came and
peeped under my hat and seeing I had long hair con-
cluded I was a woman. My husband received a visit
from the governor of the village, who was very
delighted to see an English hakeem. We were
quite sorry when our little holiday in Natanz was
over, but being anxious to push on to Isphahan,
did not care to prolong our stay longer than was
necessary.

Our next holiday was in the summer of the same
year 1900. This time we went only a few hours'
drive out of Isphahan to a place called Pulivagoon.

It was a very pretty little village, and a nice house,
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